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THE  SPIRIT  OP  THE  OARDEN 

Nodding  and  swinging  on  their  stems 
Like  children y all  day  long: 

Living  in  stinshine  with  no  cares. 

Seems  like  one  magic  song. 

As  dancing  girls  in  gay  attire. 

And  always  on  review. 

Their  colors  all  blend  perfectly, 

Bach  wears  its  own  bright  hue. 

To  dance  all  day  from  morn  till  night. 

There's  nothing  that  seems  strange- 
So  over- joyed  with  this  gay  life 
They  live  within  its  range. 

It's  all  exciting,  otherwise 

Just  peaceful  from  within: 

There's  nothing  to  compare  with  it 
For  this  is  genuine. 

As  sunshine  gaiety  is  done. 

The  air  grown  hushed  and  still. 
With  quietness  of  evening 

Come  notes  like  a faint  trill. 

Like  mothers  put  their  babes  to  rest. 
Their  guardian  watches  them: 

Each  evening  in  the  stillness  there 
Is  like  a hushed  Amen. 

Throxi^out  these  many  garden  beds 
The  little  lives  of  gold 
Receive  a solemn  benediction 
Their  folded  petals  hold. 

And  memories  of  the  day  bring  rest. 

With  creeping  dusk  of  night : 

I listen  and  quite  sure  to  sense 
Visions  J'^st  out  of  si^t. 

The  Slimmer' s brilliance  fades  so  soon 
With  Garden's  beauty  gone: 

Majestic,  as  they  melt  from  sight. 

When  Winter  comes  along. 


The  tiny  seed-  their  farewell  note- 
Falls  into  moistened  groiand: 

Life  sleeps  tintil  the  urge  of  Spring 
Will  make  another  round. 

Some  things  there  are  that  cannot  die 
Because  the  Summer  ends: 

Bach  life  returns  from  its  lopg  sleep. 
They're  back  again,  our  friends. 

So,  with  the  seed  in  its  dark  bed. 

It  sleeps  again,  to  live: 

Another  day  to  earry  on 

Its  heritage  to  give. 

This  is  the  story  "real"  of  how 
These  tiny  lives  sleep  on. 

To  burst  forth  into  a new  scene - 
Behold  a paragon t 

With  the  approach  of  Spring  again. 

To  find  new  life,  it  seems- 
These  little  "rays"  come  forth  so  gay 
Like  waking  from  their  dreams. 


The  breath  of  Spring  is  fresh  and  strong. 
With  Joy  Life  bursts  the  sholl: 

To  be  alive  and  dance  again- 

On  plain,  or  hlU,  or  dell. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Garden  lives 
Above,  as  in  a cloud. 

Brooding  over  its  precious  charge 
While  little  heads  ape  bowed. 

Alive,  idiile  in  the  solitude 

To  wake  them  from  their  sleep. 

Aware  yet  still  in  quietude 

An  active  life  they  keep. 

This  Spirit  is  the  Soul.,  the  Llfe- 
They  cannot  go  astray: 

Its  ever-watchful  Presence  near. 

Its  love  they  will  obey. 

Frances  E*  Dunham 
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